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"The winter nights Ive cheer'd by turns, 
J Ramſay, Ferguſſon, and Burns: 
"The firſt tua cauld are in their urns, 
Their ſauls at reſi: 
Now weeping Caledonia mourns, 
Him laſt and beſt. 
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Rozzxr BURNS was literally -2 plonghman, but 
neither in that Rate of ſervile dependance, or | ps 
ignorance, which the fituation.might beſpeak in this coun- 
try. He had the common educatiou of a Scotch peaſant, 
perhaps ſomething more, and that ſpirit of independence, 
Thich is ſometimes to be found, in a high degree, in the 
Bumbleſt clafes of ſociety. He had genius ſtarting be- 
youd the obſtacles of poverty, and which would have 
Ciſtinguiſhed itſelf in any ſituation. 


His early days were occupied in procuring bread 
by the labour of his own hands, in the honourable taſk of 


cultivating the earth, but his nights were devoted to books 


and the muſe, except when they were waſted in thoſe 
haunts of village feſtivity, and in the indulgences of the 


ſocial bowl, to which the poet was but too immoderately 


attached in every period of his life. He wrote not with 


a view to encounter the public eye, or in the hope to pro- 


cure fame by his productions, but to give vent to the feel- 


ings of his own genius to indulge the impulſe of an ardent 
and poctical mind, 


( 3) 

Zons, from ambition, or from that reſtleſs' activity, 
which is the peculiap characteriſtic of his countrymen, pro- 
poſed to emigrate to Jamaica, in order to ſeek his fortune 
by the exertion of thoſe talents of which he felt himſelf 
poſſeſſed. It was upon this occaſion, that one of his friends 
ſuggeſted. to him the idea of publiſhing his poems, in order 
to raiſe a few pounds to defray the expences of his paſſage. 
The idea was eagerly embraced. A cheap edition of his 
poems was firſt publiſhed at Kilmarnock. They were ſoon | 
noticed by the gentlemen in the neighbourhood. Prooſs of 
ſuch uncommon genius, in a fituation ſo humble, made the 
acquaintance of the author eagerly ſought after. 

His poems reaching Edinburgh, ſome extracts, and 
an account of the author were inſerted in the periodical 
paper The Lounger, which vas at that time in the courſe of 
publication. The voyage of the author was delayed in the 
hope that a ſuitable proviſion would be made for him by 
the generoſity of the public. A ſubſcription was ſet on 
foot for a rev? edition of his works, and was forwarded by 
the exertions of ſome of the firſt characters in Scotland. 
The fubſeription liſt contains a greater number of reſpecta- 
ble names than almoſt have ever appeared to any ſimilar 
production; but as the book was {et at a low price, we have 
reaſon to know that the return to the author was not very 


Jconfiderable. Burns was brought to Edinburgh, for a 


few months every where invited and careſſed, and at laſt 
one of his patrons procured him the ſituation of an Exciſe- 
man, with an income of ſome what leſs than 5ol. per annum. 
We believe, that no ſteps were taken to better this hum- 
ble income, and he was ſoon diſguſted with his ſituation. 
His talents were often obſcured, and finally impaired by 
exceſs, and his private circumſtances were imbittered by 
pecuniary diſtreſs. | 


, 


With regard to his Poems, it has been juſtly obſerved, 


(4a) 

that, without the apologies ariſing from his fituation in Efe, 
they are fully entitled to command our feelings, and to 
obtain our applauſe. Some of his productions, eſpecially 
thoſe of the grave ſtyle, poſſeſs a high tone of feeling, a 
power and energy of expreſſion, particularly and ſtrongly 
characteriſtic of the mind and the voice of a Poet. Of the 
ſolemn and ſublime, the Poems entitled The Viſion, Deſpon- 
dency, The Lament, Winter, a Dirge, and the Invocation to 
Ruin, afford ſtriking examples. Of the tender and the mo- 
ral, many advantageous ſpecimens may be found, in the 
Elegiac Verſes, intitled Man was made to mourn, in The 
Cottar's Saturday night, the Stanzas to « Mouft, and thoſe to 
a Mountain Daiſy. There is ſcarcely an image more truly 
paſtoral than that of the Lark, in the ſecond Stanza of the 
laſt mentioned Poem. It is cne of thoſe ſtrokes that mark 
the pencil of the Poet, which delineates natuge with the 
delicate colouring of beauty and of taſte, 


Againſt ſome paſſages of his Poems it has been objected, 
that they breathe a ſpirit of libertinifm and irreligion. But 
it ought to be conſidered, that he attacks only the ignorance 
ard fanaticiſm of the lower claſs of people, a fanaticiſm of 
that pernicious ſort which ſets Faith in oppoſition to good 
works, Of religion he expreſſes, in ſeveral places, the juſteſt 
ſentiments, though he has been ſometimes ſuiſiciently open 
in his ridicule of hypocrify. 


Such, we believe, is the faithful portrait of a man, who 
in his compoſitions, has diſcovered the force of native hu- 
mour, the warmth and tenderneſs of paſſion, the glowing 
touches of a deſcriptive pencil, and that honeſt pride and 
independence of ſoul which are ofter the Muſes only 
dower.—A man who was the pupil of nature, the Poet o 
inſpiration, and who poſſeſſed, in an extraordinary degree 
the powers and the failings of genius, 
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MONODY. 


DS © 
11 thou mournfu' muſe, 
Dinna to-aid me now refuſe, 
My paper mony a tear bedews, 
My heart's like lead, 
No ow while I write the waefu” news, 
That Robin's dead. 
| II. 
For ſterling genius, blyth and free, 
Fam'd Robin's match when ſhall we-ſee? 
Ye ſons o muſic riſe and gie 
A waefu' ſcreed, 
The * and ſaul o' mirth and glee 
Wi' Burns are fled. 


III. 
Ve laſſes, gathering heather bells, 


By Scotia's moſſes, glens, or fells, 


Le hardies « erooning to yourſels'” 


By burn or brae, 
Echo thro' a' her hills and dells 
The ſang of wae. 
13 | 
He ſang of nature's © foggage- green, 
And a' her ſweets that charm: our een; 
In ſtrains that ne'er ſhall fail, I ween, 
| Our ſauls to. cheer; 
For in a crack they drive the ſpleen 
Frae a' that hear. 
| - 
In ſpring, when Sol ſpan out the day, 
And Boreas' blaſts were fled away, 
Sax rood of ground Rab o'er could lay, 
Syne on his reed, 
At night untir'd fine could he play, 
But ah! he's dead. 


| 86 1 
| VI. 
He Iaſh'd the canting whining race, 
Wba wear an artificial face, 
Tlio' bleſt wi! kirks, or out of place 
Rab did na care, 
. Hypocriſy weel could he trace 
And ne'er did ſpare. 
| VII. N 
His Ordination, Holy Fair, 
And Prieſt wha like a calf did rair, 
Some thought theſe hurt religion ſair, 
| That keav'nly maid, 
But what was wrang Rab wadna ſpare, 
For a' they faid.. 


| : VIII. 
And whan he ſings the Holy Fair, 
What man of ſenſe can ca” it mair? 
TEO bigotry, with ideot-ſtare, 
Offence may tak 5 
Yet pure religion when: or where 
Does he attack? 
IX. 
Na, na, religion heav'nly fair! 
Thy dictates Rab did ay revere, 
And tho' he did na practiſe mair, 
| Yet ab! waes me, 
Whare dwalls the man that. diſua err 
As well as he? 


* 


He paints religion a' ſae ſwe et, 
As true devotions ſire may beet; 
But ſatyrizes moſt complete 
A And ſair taks aff, 
A' them that mix our heav'nly wheat 
Wi' common c'aif, 


CF #3 


XI. 
Let poor dull rhymers rack their brains, 
His native wild enchanting ftrains 
Shall charm a' Caledonia's fwains, 
Baith young and aul, 
While mountain daiſies deck our plains 
They ll touch the ſaul. 


_ XII. 

And far awa, as weel's at hame, 
His merit ſhall be kend the ſame; | 
For time ſhall-dry up baith the Thame 

And ſilver Tweed. 
Before he ſhall-deftroy the fame e Ge 

Of him now dead. 5 
XIII. | Soon 
. Ambitious fools hae mony a time 2 
Striven to outrival Robm's rhyme; 
But pith was wanting —poor dull chyme 
| Was a' they gied; 

Rab was the boy hit a' things prime, 

But ahl he's dead. 

A 

Parnaſſus' baſtards, mony a gelping, 
Hae deev'd us wi' their dinſome yelping; 
But his ſweet fangs ne er needed helping, 

To ſend to prent; 
For rank and file his words cam' ſkelping, 

Afore he kent. 


— 


XV. 
Some feckleſs rhymers' wit's ſae ſcarce 
They're pinch'd to ſcreed an antrin verſes 
But Robin's fertile muſe was fierce, 
And ſtout and baul': 
Her pithy ſtyle had power to pierce 
The very ſaul. 
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XVI. 
His death wi' far mair grief we learn, 
That on reflection we diſcern, 
Lang might we had our fav'rite bairn, 
In health fu* ſicker: 
O curſe the fallows did him learn 
Io toom the bicker. 
— XVII. 
O dool! that &er-he left the plough, 
And took him to a trade was new, 1. 
And bade ſweet Temperance adieu! 
For wae to tell, 
Then up /ite I aiſon's vock he flew, 5 5 2 
And tint himſell. 


XVIII. 
But let us not, as chatt' ring fools, * 
Proclaim his fauts, like envy's tools 
"Wha ſeek out darkneſs juſt like owls, 
Dark, dark indeed; 
But a' his failings co'er wi' mools, 
Now ſince he's dead. 
XIX. 
As bright a genius death has torn, 
Frae us, as Scotia did adorn, 
Like Phœbus whan he ſprings at morn, 
Clear was his head; 
What news could mak” us-mair forlorn, 
Than Robin's dead? 
XX. . 
The winter nights I've cheer'd by turns, 
Wi Ramſay, Ferguſſon, and Burns: _ 
The firſt twa cauld are in their urs, 
Their ſauls at re ; 
Now worping Caledonia mourns, 25 To 
Him laſt and beſt. er 
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